SEA-PIECE

(mid-winter)

LIT, like the House of Commons, from above (but with
better music), the big brown room swung gently on the
North Atlantic,  The shaded lights hinted discreetly at the
decor of some indeterminate Louis; and, Louis no less,
chairs of remotely Gallic ancestry stood round the little
tables with a silent hint of conviviality,  Less mute in its
appeal, but equally convivial, the band played on behind
its undergrowth on the big dais at the end.  It played Aida
with tremendous emphasis (that march, with its terrific
opening for horns that opens upon nothing, always recalls
the vast portico in front of Euston Station); it wrung our
hearts with the last, strident moments of unhappy Butterfly;
and sometimes (but this was in the evenings) it wailed the
very latest invitation to the dance with a gently thudding
drum and saxophones hooting low,  It ran up and down
the whole rich gamut of restaurant music before our inatten-
tive ears as we sat, drooping a little, in the d&cw of whatever
Louis to hear the music of whatever maestro.

For we were undeniably dispirited. The lights, the band,
the little tables, and the whole illusion of a vast hotel were
spread before our unappreciative eyes, and we stared at
them in ungrateful apathy. How wonderful it was to sit
there beyond Land's End, ordering drinks and listening to
the music, We told ourselves how wonderful it was at
frequent intervals, But nothing responded; no spark
within our listening hearts leapt up to greet the miracle, as
we sat drooping in our chairs, Not ours the fierce, almost
professional enjoyment of any problem in wholesale catering
successfully overcome that lights Mr, Arnold Bennett on his
way through the hotel lounges of the world. How eagerly
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